Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
"Eh bien!" he retorted. "So you're the mawoais sujet
that stirred things up in Corsica! Well, no matter. What
are your questions ? Come with me. I will answer them."
Such was his only reproof. He linked his arm in the
young lieutenant's, and soon they were on their way under
the horse-chestnuts of the Tuileries, arguing and ex-
pounding this point and that of fortifications. Before Car-
not left him, to proceed to the Hotel Arras, hard by the
palace, Napoleon had secured a promise, not only of
pardon, but of a possible captaincy in the artillery—
quite as he had prophesied on quitting Corsica. His flat-
tering word about that "Eloge" and "Essai" had been
but a ruse. Secretly he disapproved of every theory the
great man had.
"They call him a great man! Bah! He's a reed,
bronzed," he mused. "Though he's better than most of
the rabble that sit in the riding-academy there. They're
a lot of braying wild asses that should be ridden, and not
in the saddle themselves."
He was a little skeptical of the promise, and it was in
rather a disgruntled state of mind that he turned and
paused for a moment on the Pont RoyaL The Pavilion de
Flore, the corner of the Palace of the Tuileries, showed
above the breast-wall of the gardens and the fans of the
horse-chestnut trees. On his walk he had seen the sickly
little Dauphin busy with rake and hoe in his patch of
garden. And he had watched the king, now virtually a
prisoner after his runaway to Varennes, on his constitu-
tional among the statues, accompanied by guarding sol-
diers, Corpulent, puffing, plodding, he seemed vaguely
concerned, not as if he feared the oncoming deluge, but as
though he did not know what it was all about.
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